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This was a trench warfare. The first thing the
soldier did after an advance was to dig a hole and
sit in it. It afforded some protection, but it marked
the limit of his horizon. If he would see farther, he
had to call science to his aid and extend a periscope,
Feisal would have no trenches. His men would
not have known what to do with them even if they
could have been induced to dig them. When they
wanted protection they either disappeared into the
mirage, or urged their trotting camels forward into
wild, headlong gallop, and anyone who has seen a
brigade of tanks in full cry can gain some conception
of FeisaPs Arabs when fully extended to the charge,
screaming, yelling, and shooting from the shoulder
with uncanny precision, synchronizing their shots
with the gait of their camels as the aeroplanes have
learned to do through the blades of their propellors,
It did not require the dust they raised to bring a
dry feeling to die mouth.
This was always the final thrust to a wider tactical
manoeuvre based on the success which had corralled
a Turkish army in Medina.   Until he had gained
strength it was no desire of FeisaPs to meet the Turk
face to face in stand-up combat.   Face to face he
had to come, but only sufficiently long to pummel
the enemy in the commissariat, and then only suffi-
ciently hard to wind him and to disturb his digestive
organs.   The more men he strung out along the
railway lines and along the caravan trails, main-
taining communications and repairing the damage
which he wrought unceasingly, the less were there
for the firing line against his British allies.